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“Aumt Maggie's a saint,” said Mellicem

and Jim and Flora were in school and
wanted to stay there, of course Sn

| Maggle came. Poor girl! 1t was real

fard for her. She was so ambitious, and
=0 fonid of books. But she came, and
went right intn the home and kept it
o0 Frank and Jim and Flora could lve
there just the same as when their
mother was allve. And she had to do
all the work, too, They were too poor
to keep a girl, Kind of hard, wasn't it?
and Maggle only elghteen!”
t was, indeed!™ Mr., Smith's lips
came together a bit grimly
“Well, after a thme Frank and Jim
married, and there was only Florn and
Father Duff at home. Poor Maggle tried
then to go to colloge agaln, She was
over twenty-one, and suppoesed to be her
own fnlstress, of course. She found n
pince where phe could work and pay
her way through college, nnd Flora
sald she'd keop the house and take
care of Father Duff. sut, dear me: It
wasn't 4 month before that ended, and
Maggis hiad to come home agaln. Flora

Besides, she never could get along with
Father Duff, and she was trying to
learn dressmaking, too,

“She stuck 1t out til] she gor sick,
though, then, of course, Maggle had to
come back."”

“Well. by Jove !" ejaculated Mr. Smitgh,

“Yeu, wasn't It too bad? Poor Maggle,
ghe tried it twice agaln. She persuaded
her father to get & girl, But that didn't
work, elther, Tha first girl and her
father fought ke cats and dogs, and the
lust time she got one her father was
tuken sick, and again she had to come
home. Some way, it's always bevn thal
way with poor Maggle. No sooner does
#she rench out to take something than
it's snatched away, just ns she thinks
she's got |t “hy, there was her father's
cousin, George—he was golng to help
her onece  But a streak of bad luck hit
hlm‘u! just that minute, and he gave
out.'

“And ha never tricd—again?"

“No. He went to Alnska then, Hasn't
ever been bock since,  He's done well,
too, they say. and [ always thought he'd
send back something ; but he never has.
There was some trouble, [ belleve, be-
tween him and Father Duff at the time
he went to Alaska, so that explains It,

thing for theni, Well, when he gave out,
Muggle just gave up college then, and
settled down to take care of her father,

ugh 1 puess she's alwiavs studled

me at home; and I know that for
years she didn't give up hopa but that
she could go mome tlme, HBut 1 gucss
she hns now. Poor Maggile!"

“How old Is she?"

“Why, let me see—forty-three, forty-
four—yea, ahe's forty-five, She had her
forty-third birthday here—I1 remember
I gave her a handkerchief for a birth-
day present—when she was helping me
take care of Melllcent through the pneu-
monia ; and that was two Years ago.
She used to come here and to Jim's and
Flora's days at a tim but she isn‘t
quite so free as she was—Father Duff's
worse now, and she don‘t like to leave
him nights, much, so she can't come lo
us so often. Heel?"

“"Yes, l—see.'” There was a queer
something in Mr. 8mith's volea, *“And
Just what I8 the matter with Mr, Duff?

“Matter!™ Mrs, Jane Bialsdell gave a
ghort laugh and shrugged her shoulders
“Evervthing’'s the matter—with Father
Duff! Oh, it's nerves, mosily, the doc-
tor says, and there are some other
things—long names that I cun't remein-
ber., But, as 1 sald, everyvthing's the
matter with Father Duff. He's one of
those men where there isn't anything
quite right, Frank gaya he's got so he
just objects to everything—on general
principles.  If it's blue, he says it ought
to be black, you know, And. really, 1
don't know but Frank's right How
Maggle standa him I don't see ; but ahe's
devotlon jtsalf. Why, she aven gave up
her lover years ago, for him She
wouldn't leave her father, and, of course,
nobody would think of taking him into
the famlly, when he wasn't horn into it.
g0 the affalr was bhroken off I den’t
know, really, as Mnggle cared much
Still, you ean't tell, She never was one
to carry her heart on her slesve. Poor
Muaggle! I've always so wished [ could
do something for her!

*“*There, how I have run on! But.
then, you asked, and you're interested,

wasn't strong, and the work fretted her, |

probably. Anyway, he's never done any- |

1 know, and that's what vou're here ot
—tn find out about the Binisdelis

YTo—to—f-find out—" stammered Mr
Smith, grown suddenly very red

“Yes, for your book, 1 mean.”

"Oh, ves—af courkse: for my book,”
agraed Mr. Smith, & hit hastily. He
had the gullty ale of a small boy who
has almost been caught in a raid on the
cvocky Jar

“And although poor Maggle lan't really
n Bialudell herself, she's nearly one, and
they've got lots of Blaisdell records
down there—among Mother Hlalsdell's
things, you know You'll want to see
those."’

“Yes: yes, Indeed Il want tn see
those, of course,” declared Mr. Smith,
rising to his fecl preparatory o going
to his own room

CHAPTER VI
Poor Maggie

T WAS gome days later that Mr

Smith asked Benny one afternnon to
show him the way Lo Miss Maggle Duff's
home

“Sure 1 will, agreed Benny with
alacrity. “You don't ever have ter do
any teasin' ter get me ter go ter Aunt
Maggle's.*

“Youre fond of Aunt Maggie, then,
I take 11"

Benny's eyes widened o little,

“Why, of course! Everyhndy's fond
of Aunt Maggie. Why, 1 don't know
anybody that don’t like Aunt Maggle ™

“I'm sure that spesks well—for AuM
Moraer gmiled Mr. Smith,

“Yep! A feller can tuke some com-
fort at Aunt Maggie's," continued Bernny,
trudging along at Mr. Smith's slde, “She
don’t have anythin® just for show, that
you can’t touch, like “t is at my houss,
and there pin't anythin® but what you
enn use without gettin' snarled up In n
mess of covers an' tid like 't is at
Aunt Jane's. But Aunt Maggie don’t
rave anythin', Aunt Jane sayvs, an® she'l]
die =ome dav in the poorhouse, bein'
so extrovagant.  Hut [ don't belleve she
will. Do you, Mr. Smith?”

“Well., really, Benny, |—er—" hesi-
tated the man

“Well, 1 don't belleve she will,” re-
pented Benny.

“I hope she won't anvhow. TFoor-
houses ain't very nice, ara they?"

“I—1 don't think 1 know very much
about them, Benny,”

“Well, 1 don't believe they are, from
what Aunt Jane pays. And (f they aln’t,
[ don't want Aunt Maggls ter go. She
hadn't ocught ter have anythin'—but
heaven—after Grandpa Duff 1o you
know Grandpa Duff?"

“No, my b-boy.” Mr. Bmith was chok-
Ing over a cough.

"He's sick, He's got a chranie grouch,
mil Bays Do you know whit that is?”

“I—1 have heard of them."”

“What are they? Anvthing like
chronle rheumatism? I know  what
chroniec means. It means it kee goin’
without steppin’—the rheumatism, 1
mean, not the folks that'a got it. They
don't go at all, sometimes. Old D Cole
don’t, and that's what he's got, But
when T asked ma what a grouch was
ghe sald little boys should be seen and
not heard. Ma always says that when
sha don't want {o answer any questions
o you? Have you got any little boys,
Mr., Smith?"

“No, Benny. I'm a poor old bache-
lor."

*(Oh, are you poor, too? That's too
bad. "

“Well, that Iy, J—1—"

“Mn was wonderin’ yesterday what
you lved on Haven't you got any
money, Mr. Emith?"

“Oh, ves, Benny, I've got money
enough—to live on.” Mr. Smith spoke
promptly, and with confidence this time

“Oh, that's nice. You're glad, then,
ain't you? Ma says we haven't—got
enough ter live on, I mean; but pa
snye wa hove, if we didn't try ter live
1tKe evervhody else lives what's gol
more."*

Mr. 8mith bit hia lip, and looked down
a little apprehensively at the small boy
at his side.

“I-—1'm not sure. Benny, but I shall
have to say little boya should be meen

and not—" He stopped abruptly. Benny,

GI‘IUFFHE\‘ HILTOXN tossed n penny Miss Enrnshaw, he fancled that she grew | = - I N, e

on the counter, caught up h news-
paper and hurrled Into the walting car.
He opened his paper, and, after finishing
an article, was about to turn the pur?
when he heard n smothered and dis-
appointed "Oh "' bealde him. He turned
and discovared that he was sitting be-
#ide a very attractive girl, dressed In
gparts clothes, carryving o tennls racket.
Her golden halr curled about her face
hewltehingly ;. she turned her head 2o
quickly that Hilton received only the
tinlest glimpse of bhlue eyes. He opened
the paper to where it wus before and
searched diligently for what had so In-
torested the heautiful steanger. Hire
genrch was of no avall, however, and
woon the glr] got off. Nenring his stop,
and turning to press the button, Hilton
notleed a posteard lying on the next
seal, addressvd to the firm of which he
wns an employe. He pleked (it up, slip-
el it into his pocket and promptly for-
got all about It

At his club several hours later, while
he was smoking his after-dinner clgar,
Hilton's mind wandered to the girl on
the ear.  ‘Thoughis of her reminded him
of the eard, which probably she dropped,
and he fished it out of hilg pocket, 1e-
ing careful not to read the messages, he
et glanced at the signature—"Roaalle
Earnzhaw, 440 Somerset avenus ™

Ay Jove he murmured, “Jack War-
ren Hves at 343, 1 wonder (f he knows
her."

The next day, necldentally on purpose
Cieoffrey Hilton Happened to stroll by
Juck Warren's place of business just ne
the latter was leaving for lunch., The
two old collegemates were glad to meat
agnin, and  Jovfully talked over old
times, After a little maneuvering Hil-
ton obtained for himaslf an Invitation to
dinner nt the Warrens' that evening.

Aa it was still light after dinner,
thinks to Unele Sam's lght-saving Idea,
the twa men had n set of tennls, After
Mrs Warren came out they had an-
ather dellghtful hour on the veranda,

It wan with great Interest that Hilten
watehed the Tiouse neross the street
suddenly a leht glowed In one of the
upper windows, and his givl of the car
appeared to, pull down ihe curtain

Niee  glrl— Rostlie Earnghaw,” re-
Warren “I' you know her,

helleve  I've  seen hier onee  or
twiee,” roplied Hilton, “but 1 do not
know her.™
 Bav, Beth” erled Jack, “1've a cork-
ing jden! Let's Invite her and Jeff
Wednesday ovening for dinner and hinve
a couple of sets of doul
“Why, It would be lovely.” agreed his
wife “Uould you come, Mr. Hilton?"
“With the grontest of pleasure,' said
Hilton heartily
Soon Hilton bade his friends good-
night and departed, promlsing to  be
there  Wadnesdny, That night Tie
dreamed’ that he was at the Warrens
tennia with Hosialle. Somehow
ket twisted and he sent the bali
wias merving directly into Rosalle's
face! Stunned b® the blow, Rosalie,
fainting, dropped to the ground. Hilton
rushed for water, and awoke
Wednesday was an ideal August day.
Hilton strode gayly along Somerset nve-
nue, swinging Ins racket, his henit keep.
ing time to his quick footsteps
As Mrs, Warren “introduced him to

with a stentorian shout, had run nhend
to a gate before & small white cotinge,
On - the ey, vine-ghaded porch sat a
white-halred old man leaning forward
an his cane,

“Hi. there, Grandpa Duff, 1've brought
gomebody ter gee ¥h!" The gate was
open now and Benny was halfway up
the short walk. “It's Mr. Smith. Come
;n. Mr. Smith Here's grandpa right
here. "

With a pleasant smile Mr. Smith
doffed his hat and came forward,

“Thank you, Benny. How do you do,
Mr, Dufr?”

The man on the porch looked up
gharply from beneath heavy brows.

: “Humph ! Your name's Smith, is
(3

“That's what they ecall me" ‘The
corners of AMr. Smith's mouth twitched
u lttle,

“Humph! Yes, I've heard of you"

“You flatter me!” Mr. Smith, on the
tnpmost step, hesitated. “la your—er—
daughter In, Mr. Dult? He was still
smiling cheerfully,

Mr. Dulf was not smiling. Hin some-
what unfriendly gazge was stll hent
upon the newcomer.

. “Just what do you want of my daugh.
er?"”

“Why, I—1—" Plainly nonplused, the
mnn paused uncertainly. Then, with a
resumption of his jaunty cheerfulness,
he =miled straight into the unfriendly
oves “I'm_after some records, Mr.
Duff.—records of the Blalsdell family.
I'm compiling a book op—""

“"Humph! T thought as much,” Inter-
rupted Mr. Duff curtly, settling bagk In
his chalr. “As | gald. I've heard of you.
But you needn't come here asking your
sllly questions. 1 sha'n’t tell you a thing.
anyway, If vou do, It's none of your
business who lived and died and what
they did before vou were born. If the
Lord had wanted you to know he'd ‘a’
put you here then instead of now !™

I.‘,nkiuf very much as If he had re-
{'r-lt;-d & blow in the face, Mr. Smith fell
hack,

“Aw, grandpa”—began Benny, In
grieved expostulation. But a cheery
voles Interrupted, and Mr. Smith turned
to see Miss Maggie Duff emerging from
the doorway.

“Ch. Mr. Smith, how do you do?" she
greeted him, extending a cordial hand,
“Come up and sit down."

For only the briefest of minutes he
hesitated. Had she heard? Could she
have heard, and yet speak so unconcern-
edly? It seemed Impogsible. And yet—
He took the chalr she offered—hut with
a furtive glance toward the old man. He
had only a moment to wait,

Sharply Mr. Duff turned to his daugh-

er
“Thie Mr. Smith tells ma he has come
it

to sce thoze records. Now, I'n

(TO BE CONTINUED TOMORROW)

Great demand for the EVENING
PUBLIC LEDGER may cause you
to misa sn installment of this very
Interesting story. You had better,
therefore, telephone or wrile to the
Circulation Department or ask your
newsdealer this afternocon te leave
the EVENING PUBLIC LEDGER at
your homes,

n shade pinker, but ha wansn't gure. She
gave him her hand and a beautiful emile
In such a way that Jack asked:

“Have you two met before?"”

Hilton ldoked at Miss Farnshaw In-
terrogutively, She replied:

“We've never spoken, but Mr. Hilton
very kindly permittes me to read his
paper ohe evening.'” "

Geoffrey  wis dumfounded—that wha
should rememnber; he never even I{mAag-
ined—Iluekily the Japanese gong an-
nouncing dinner sounded, and the group
went In to the dining room

Mre, Warren, ardent matehmaker that
ehe was, made Rosalle and Hilton part-
ners In the tennie whieh followed. All
four were excellent players and there
was a hard tussle for the games. They
played until 1t wax so dark they had to
stop, leaving the score a tle.

Very often in the fortnight which fol-
lowed Hilton wue to oe found in the
vicliity of Somerset avenue—either at
Hosalle's or the Warrens', They had
many dellghtful tennis games and canog
trips on the near-hy lake, .

One afternoon in late September Geof-
frey and Rosalle were Idiy drifting
across the lake In a canos, when Geof-
frey asked Itosalle to share the rest of
M life with him.

Tomarrow’'s Complete Novelelte—
“VACATION ON A FARM."

Quite Enough

In the main strect of the town the
crowd ecreamed ltself hoarse as the
loenl V. ', drove In the Mayvor's carrlage
to the Town Hall to receive an address
of welcome,

The shouts and cheers were renewed
in the hall ng the Mayvor came to the
peroration of hisw specch.

“Now that Corpornl Smnshem hias re-
ceived the highest honor of the army,
it I my duty to announce to him that
the council has declded to place a tablet
on the wall of hig old home, and we
are met here today (o ask him to choose
the, inseription.”

Then the corporial rose 1o his feet,
without the slightest display of nervous-
ness or undue elation at hisn magnificent
reception.

“Well," he =ald slowly, “if you're going
o put an insceription on this old table,
you may as well put the truth and say
that the ald widowed mother of Corporal
SEmashem, V. €, wasg ejectod by order
of the magistrate from the home she's
lived In for thirty years because she
couldn’'t pny her rent out of her son's
army allowance. That's all, genis!"—
Answers.

The Teacher Taught

She had presented white feathers to
consumptive young men (n  elvillan
clothes ; she had bothered wounded sol-
diers with her effervescent amlabllity :
she had suspected overy =oldler's wife
she met of secret drinking: she hac
pried inte the private aMalrg of munl-
tion workers: and new she was busy
teaching young mothers how to bring up
their children,

One morning she saw a small boy
standing at u street corner, looking very
disconsalate, and not very well nour-
ished.

“Haven't you any home, little hoy 7"

“Yessum !

“Father and mother?"

“'Course [ have."

“Da your parents look after you prop-
erly?"

“Dad does."

“Well, look here, little man, you bring
yvour mother along to the Central Hall
tomorrow to hear my leciure on the up-
bringing of children. will you? By the
way, whnt Is your name?'"

“Oh, ehut up talking nunsense,
mother!" exclaimed ths boy. “Surely you
know your own child !"—Answers.

Saved the Knifeboard

When Jane, the new mald-of-all-work,
arrived, Mrs. Brown was careful to im-
press upon her the necesslty of guarding
agninst all waste, everything belng so
dear.

That night they had friends to supper.
Just ns the meal had started Jane's
miistresg made the horrifying discovery
that the knives were cleaned on one side
only, that side being the one which was
lald uppermost,

“Jane,” she asked In tragic tones,
“what 18 the meaning of this?"

“Well, mum,"” came the reply, “you
told me 1o muke spare o' everythink, and
knifeboards is hup.”"—Tit-Bits,

Nothing to Fear

A few days ago a well-dressed and
very charming young lady halled a four-
wheeler, there belng no taxi in sight.
Just as she was getting In she notlced
that the horse seemed inclined to be
frisky.

He was jumping nbout, and swishing
hig tall In & way that alarmed her; she
was a timid lttle thing.

Bo she addressed a few wards to the
anclent Jehu:

"1 hope,”" ghe sald, smiling bravely,
“that you wlll not run away with me."

The cabby sighed mournfully.

“No, mum," he replled, 'l have & wife
and seven kids at 'ome already !"—Pear-
son's Weekly.

CHAPTER 1V
Under the Magician's Spell
(Peggy, potng to assist Brownie
el in his war on the Crows, finds
herself in the pewer of old King
Crow, who has the vepitation of
being an orge and magician.)

I-ml( me in the eye,” commanded

King Crow. Peggy strove .des-
perntely not {o ahey him, but found her
eyes  vising, rising, untll they looked
siralght Into his deaby orbs,

“Thal's better,” croaked King Crow,
speaking \'n-!'{ deliberately and  very
soothingly. “Now vou ark beginning to
feel happy ! and sure enough there
atole through Peggy's being n fealing of
Joyous exhllaration. “You wil danve,
daunce, dance!" gald King Crow, and
Pegey found her feel moving  Faster,

faster, faster! "“And after yvou have |

danced wea wil ast, feast, fepst!
Peggy hoard his volee ns I i were far
far away. She seemed to be golng to
sleap. She was =inking under his swav,

Hut she must not tet him get control
of her. She must fight to save herself—
fight to save the Hirds, With 0 great
effort Peggy drew her eves nway from

him, As she did g0 she felt the curfous

drowslness leaving her, 4

King Crow miaw hee slipping from his

Erasp.

“laook at me!™ he croaked, “Look me |

stralght In the eye” Peggy felt an a'-
maost overpowering desire 1o do as he
snld, but she resisted with all her might
She remembered that she had once heard
that If the attention of a hypnotist he-
comes distracted it {2 impossible for him
to work his spell,

Peggy dromped her eves to Wiz toes
and held them there,  Maybe she oould
distract him that way,  In v 4
cronked, “Look me in the eyg! i
me In the eye!™  She kot 1::-1- eYes
right on hig feet untll he bogan to grow
Aldget v,

“What are vou lookltng at my foet
for?" he stormed,

"My ! My!" sald Pegey, shaking her
head pitvingly. “It's toe bad! It's too
bad "

“What's too bad?' demanded Wing
Crow. He looRed down at his toes and
lifted them up 1o inspect (hein,

"And he s suech a hamidsome bind oth-
erwise" went on Pegegy, as i talking
to hersell.  “Whnt n plty "

King Crow was now fussing nervous.
Iy, He didn't understand this method of
attack at all, The more he fussed, the
stronger  Peguy's power of slutanee
krew.  She was winning her fight over
ifls powers of fascination. He knew this
and abruptly changed hig methods,

Made Sure He Was Dead

The enterprising company In the
Foudan had decided to lay a rallway into
the wilds and, of eourse, many blacks

were employed in lts construction.
Ons day tha telegraph clerk at the
nearest elvilized spot recelved a tele-

gram from the foreman of the rallway
constructors:

"White boss dead. Shall I bury him?"

"Yes," wired back the clerk. “But
first muke sure that he Is quite dead,
Will send another white boss tomorpow."

A fow Lours later another telegram
camea from the foreman:

“"Burled boss. Made sure he wus quite
dead. Hit him on the head with a large
shovel."—TIit-Bits.

Are There Such Children?

A lttle boy of «ix, who was travellng
by rall, and regaling -himsel! with choco-
lates, passed the hox to a gentleman
“who was a fellow traveler, asking him
to take some,

The gentleman declined, saying:

“No, thank wyou; I don't care for
sweets now: but I did when | was o Httle
kid.”

The ¢hlld (who was qulte unaccus-
tomed to &lang In any form, stared at the
gentleman with tha greatest amaze-
mentedepicted on his face, and then said,
in & tone of the greatest astonlshment :

“Was your mother & nanny-goat,
then ?"—Pearson's Weekly.

“Look me in the eye,’

the prisoners!"”
loudiy. and on the Instant o Night Hawk

King Crow eiught the eyves of the Night
d steadily Into then.

iwdered King Crow, and the
Liegan a vigorous hoppineE

“Next prisonoer.” cronked King Crow,
and a Whip-Poor-Will dropped through

i
or-Will was so curlous
: Crow thit he looked the ma-

Whip-Poor-Wil
¢ Night Hawk in a dashing jig.
down caumae Brownle O

“Look at his toes

— . —The Pasaing Show
) Well, and aln't you dirty dog s seen any one ‘avin’ u wish before?
(No reply.) If It "adn't been for you blighters, I should ‘a' been ‘avin®

this at Margit with the missus an’ kids."

Proved His Point
The ald Scoteh professor.was trying to
Impress upon his students the value of

“No," he complained, “ve dinna use
your facultles of observatio.
use ‘em. For instance—-"

Plcking up a pot of chemicala of hor-
rible odor, he stuck his finger Into it and
then inte his mouth.

“Taste of it, gentlemen.," he come- oft to his nolsy hut to try to Eet a
manded as he passed the pot from stu- ttle rest” before he is needed to pre-
dent to student,

After each had licked a fingar and had
felt a rebelllon through his whole soul,
the old profesor laughed in triumph,

“I told ye so!" he shouted.
use your facultles of ohservation!
It y¥e had observed ye would ha'
that the finger which I stuck into the pot whisky? No!

into my f .
mouth !"—The Saturday Journa) my  was water, clear, cold, sparkling water

The dice we toss
For gnin or loss,

The War Uross and the Red Cross,
Or the eross that wing a crown.
The soldier or the sallorman;
The doctor, ¢ook or tallorman ;
They who fight
To save u lfe;

iHis busy wife,
May win a eross

Aud wondrous

Will bear a cross
Is Luttling for

ALEXANDIPER

“Look me in the eye, ordered EI‘_-
Crow, T
“He will charm you if you do,” warned
Pegey. Brownie Owl gave Peggy¥ A&
frightened look, then his eyes went
to King Crow, whose orbs were falrly o
biaxing. o
“Dance,” ordered King Crow, &
Brownle Owl joined the Night Hawk'

and Whip-FPoor-Will,

Bo It went on, with prisoner after
prisoner dropping vhrough the roof and
vomling under the epell In spite of
Peggy's warnings,

“They must not diance themselves to
death.” cried Poggy. "Stop! Stlop!™

“Dince ! Dance ! croaked King
Crow, -

It was the sirangest dance Peggy had
over seon, with the birds hopping v
orously at first, then growing wearie:
and wearler until they were ready (o
drop, She wondered If King Crow was
going to have his cannibalistic feast
that very night, or If he would save
them for hreakfast.

He qulckly answered her.

“Dancg.,” he cronked. “Dance stral o
Into my dungeon,®*there to awalt unt
my appetite is stronger !’ =

Peggy now saw what seemed to be
n trap door In the rock In front of
throne. Inte this trap door dan
Brownle Owl, suddenly vanlshing from
sight, He was followed by prisoner after
prisoner until not one was left. ¢

Peggy pazed awestricken. Bhe won-
dered what would be thelr fate, DI
King Crow really Intend to eat them
She |looked ul!: and found her gaze meet.
Ing that of King €row. His eves wers
finzhing and seemed to dart sparke. 8he
could not tiuke her own eves from them.

“Dance,” she heard hls arder, and
to her horrer she found herself obeys
Ing She felt hersell drawn  nearer
and nearer to the dungeon, She was
almost thers, when suddenly n Sgure
dropped through the roof and stood Bes
tween her and King Crow. Her saver
gave a hoot of deflnnce. 1t was Jud
Owl, wenring the dark gogglea whieh
she had given him in o previcus adveps
:m-lq-, and looking very wise and my#s
erinng,

“Who is this?" demanded King Crow,
very much startled
+ T am & mighty eorcerer,” hooted
Judge Owl wolemnly, 1 have come to
mateh my magie agninst yYour magile,
my spells against your spelis, my bo-
witehing eve agaiust your bowlitehing
eve. Rally all your powfres, King Crow,
for your day of testing has come '™ 1

(Tomorrow will be described the
&trange  surcery  battle betiwwcen

< eommanded Peggy. ' Judge Owl and King Crow,)

The Cook-House Corporal
Out of slght of the rest of the camp,
recking with perspiration, hu rrying from
one man to another, urging them to

fresl: efforts, IIEI_I! always at work,
Twenty-four men, hidden (n clouds of
steam, haif deafened by a roaring, hiss.
Ing, rattling racket, are doing their best,
There I8 a mixture of odors. Onlohs
fight for precedence with stewed apples,

~-balled cabbages with rice and pastry. The

floor runs with water from the steam,
Ercage from the cooking and mud from
the workers' boots. Hither and thither
run these men, shouting, swearing, and
then bursting Into BONgE,

Thre corporal has the responsibllity of

‘tha cooking, and smiles through It all,

admonishing this man, Issulng an order
to that one, He posscases the delightful
knack of being obsyed without coms
manding, Yet thls quiet little man be-
comes ruffled after the work is finlshed—
that is, after the meals are gerved, Ig-
noring his own food, hs walts for the
complaints to come In. Here are a fow:

Hut X1.—Porridge not cooked, tea
like washing-up water.

Hut X2 —Porridge overcooked, meat
like leather, tea ton sweet,

Hut X3.—Tea not sweet enougk, meat
too fat, not enough butter. \

So It goes on for half an hour, until,
in sheer desperation, the unfortunats
corporal selzea some food and rushes

pare the next meal.—Answers,

Proof ;
“What was it the rich man called for

For In hell? demanded the frantically ex-
secn clted temperance lecturer, ‘““Was |t

Was It rum? No! It

from some hrook or mountaln stream!
Now, brothers, what does that show 2

And the mild person in the crowd re-
marked:

“It shows where all you teetotal fel-
lows go to!"—Ideuns.

Roses

The motorman cn the Medin car was
inclined to he humorovs. As he siapped

it Rose Valley he spoke for the benefit
of all rrevent. £

“Lms s the Valley of the Rason * he

siid, "and hers are a couple of them Ret-

Ling on."

And the biushes of the two pratty gir's
wiho boarded the car justified the name
he had given them.
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“CAP” STUBBS—He Walks Off With All Honors
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